

[image: ]




[image: ]





[image: ]




A GOLDEN BOOK • NEW YORK

TM and copyright © by Dr. Seuss Enterprises, L.P. 2013.
All rights reserved. Published in the United States by Golden Books, an imprint of Random House Children’s Books, a division of Random House, Inc., 1745 Broadway, New York, NY 10019.
Golden Books, A Golden Book, A Big Golden Book, the G colophon, and the distinctive gold spine are registered trademarks of Random House, Inc.

Based in part on The Cat in the Hat Knows a Lot About Christmas! holiday special © CITH Productions, Inc. (a subsidiary of Portfolio Entertainment, Inc.), and Red Hat Animation, Ltd. (a subsidiary of Collingwood O’Hare Productions, Ltd.), 2010–2012.

THE CAT IN THE HAT KNOWS A LOT ABOUT THAT! logo and word mark TM 2010 Dr. Seuss Enterprises, L.P., Portfolio Entertainment, Inc., and Collingwood O’Hare Productions, Ltd. All rights reserved. The PBS KIDS logo is a registered trademark of PBS. Both are used with permission. All rights reserved.

Broadcast in Canada by Treehouse™. Treehouse™ is a trademark of the Corus® Entertainment Inc. group of companies. All rights reserved.

Visit us on the Web!
randomhouse.com/kids    Seussville.com    pbskids.org/catinthehat    treehousetv.com
Educators and librarians, for a variety of teaching tools, visit us at randomhouse.com/teachers
Library of Congress Control Number: 2012954734
eBook ISBN: 978-0-375-98155-5
Hardcover ISBN: 978-0-449-81495-6

Random House Children’s Books supports the First Amendment and celebrates the right to read.

v3.1





[image: ]

Title Page

Copyright

First Page




[image: ]

’Twas the day before Christmas and the Cat was excited.

He was having a party. All his friends were invited.

“Merry Christmas!” the Cat said. “I’m happy you’re here.

Christmas is my favorite time of the year.”
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Pheasants brought presents, while starfish and bears

played find-the-candy-canes and musical chairs.
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There was lots of good food—cookies, cakes, grubs, and slugs.

“Thank you, Cat,” said a frog, “for this nice bowl of bugs.”

“I’m so glad I came,” said Fifi the Mouse.

“But I think I ate most of your gingerbread house!”
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With the Cat’s Christmas party under way in full swing,

a chorus of penguins decided to sing.
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“Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas! Merry Christmas to you!

To the Cat in the Hat and to all his friends, too.

The food, the ornaments, the presents, the tree—

the Cat’s Christmas party is the place to be.”
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The Fish wrote his list and was checking it twice.

“Some fin lotion,” he said, “would be awfully nice.

I’d like a small bottle of Secrets of the Sea,

and Fin-tastic fish food would be dandy for me.”
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When the party was over, it was late Christmas Eve.

Little Ralph the Reindeer was ready to leave.
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“Can you give me a ride, please? I cannot be late.

My parents are waiting so we can celebrate.

I live far away in cold Freeze-Your-Knees,

where there’s lots of snow and we grow Christmas trees.”
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“Of course!” the Cat said. “Nick and Sally, let’s fly!

Merry Christmas to all, and to all a goodbye!”

With a wave of his hand, they all flew out of sight,

but soon the Cat said, “Something doesn’t feel right.”
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The Thinga-ma-jigger started to roar.

“What’s that noise?” asked Nick. “Have you heard THAT before?”

“Oh no!” said the Cat. “The Toozle-tocker is ticking!

The Radia-toozle is leaking! The Stoppermatoggle is sticking!
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We have to land. I can’t see and can’t steer.

Wherever we are—we are landing right here!”
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They landed with a bump-thump on a dry, dusty plain.

“Where are we?” asked Ralph. The Cat tried to explain,

“In the Dusty-Vusty Veldt. It’s all grassy and dry.”

“But I live where it’s snowy!” Ralph started to cry.
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Then they heard a voice call, “Why, Cat, is that you?”

And a family of elephants came into view.

For the Cat has friends everywhere that he goes.

Wherever he is, there is someone he knows.


[image: ]

“Thimba!” the Cat said. “We need your help fast.

We’ve run out of water and that’s why we crashed.”

“We’ll take you!” said Thimba. “Our trunks smell so well,

if there’s water nearby, we’ll be able to tell.”
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They jumped up on the elephants. While walking along,

the elephants sang their own Christmas song:
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“At Christmas time we walk, you see,

together as a family.

We can smell water from far away.

We’ll lead you to some water today!”
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“Hurray!” Sally said. “I see water ahead!”

“Let’s fill up so we can get going!” Nick said.

“Thank you,” said the Cat. “The water did the trick.”

“Now let’s get Ralph home to his parents!” said Nick.


[image: ]

They quickly took off. Things went right for a while.

“I’ll be home for Christmas!” Ralph said with a smile.

Then the Thinga-ma-jigger started to shake

and splutter and flutter and quiver and quake.
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“Press the Floater-ma-boater! Immediately!

Or we’ll crash with a splash into the deep sea!”
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They dropped from the sky with a lolloping motion

and, sure enough, landed right smack in the ocean!

They crashed in the water with a very big splash.

Then three helpful dolphins showed up in a flash.
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“We’ll help you,” one said, and he started to swim.

Then he burst into song and the others joined in.
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“We play together! We stay together!

We’re happy to pull you in.

We swim, we swish, but we’re not fish.

We’re happy to lend you a fin!”
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The dolphins pushed the Thinga-ma-jigger onto the shore,

but it was still broken, the same as before.

“We’re stranded,” said Nick. “Now what do we do?”

“This is a job,” said the Cat, “for Thing One and Thing Two!”
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In minutes those Things stopped the Toozle-tocker from ticking,

the Radia-toozle from leaking, and the Stoppermatoggle from sticking!

“Great job!” said the Cat. “Oh, I’m so proud of you.

The Thinga-ma-jigger now looks good as new.”
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The Cat flipped the Jiggermawhizzer, but before they could fly

an army of red crabs came marching on by.
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“Coming through! Look out! Take care!

We have to march from here to there.

Marching is what we like to do.

Merry Crabby Christmas to you!”
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“Cat!” said Mervin the Crab. “My friend, how are you?

We’re going to our Christmas party, and you can come, too.”

“We would love to,” the Cat said, “but I’m afraid we can’t stay.

Ralph must get home to his folks right away.”
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The crabs waved their claws and called out, “Goodbye!

If you chance to see Santa Claus, please tell him hi!”
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The Cat started the engine, but then something popped.

They went a few feet. Then they suddenly stopped.

“What’s wrong?” asked Ralph. The Cat said, “I don’t know.

It was working so well just a minute ago.”
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Now, there’s a reason we all love the Cat as we do.

He thinks problems through and he finds answers, too!
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“We can fix it!” he said. “I think I know how.

Nick and Sally, just open your Christmas gift now!”
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The kids tore through the wrapping and, to their surprise,

found a Thinga-ma-jigger—exactly their size!

“Start ’er up!” said the Cat. “And take a quick ride

into the big one to check it inside.”
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Sally started to drive with a zag and a zig

and flew under the hood with a jag and a jig.

Once inside, Nick said, “Believe it or not,

it’s even more awesome in here than I thought!”
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“What’s that noise?” Sally asked. And she called to the Cat,

“Something is banging! Cat, can you hear that?”

“It’s inside the Dinner-ma-spinner,” he said.

“Fly to the right and then go straight ahead.”
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“Sally!” a voice cried. “Help! I made a mistake!

I only came in for a bite of fruitcake.

I got in all right, but then, just my luck,

I tried to get out but I got really stuck.”
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“It’s Fifi!” said Sally. “How can we get her out?”

“Look around,” said the Cat, “for the Splutter-ma-spout.

Blow into it hard. And without any doubt,

poor little Fifi soon will pop out.”
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Nick took a big breath and he blew and he blew.

Fifi popped out and some crumbs popped out, too!
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“To escape,” said Fifi, “I just started chewing

through toggles and boggles—who knows what I was doing!”
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“That’s it!” said Nick. “So now we know why!

Without toggles and boggles, no WAY could we fly.”

“I’m sorry,” said Fifi, “and I’ve a long way to go.

Can I get home for Christmas? I don’t really know.”
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“Fifi,” said Sally, “what you need to do

is fly home in our new toy. It’s perfect for you.”
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“Oh, thank you!” said Fifi. “I’ll get home tonight!”

And with a twirl and a swirl, she flew out of sight.
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“Push the Faster-ma-blaster!” the Cat said. “Let’s go!

Let’s get Ralph back to his home in the snow!”
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Then off they flew through the Christmas Eve night

until Freeze-Your-Knees Snowland came into sight.

“Son!” said Ralph’s mom. “We are so glad to see you.”

“Mom! Dad!” said Ralph. “It’s good to see you, too!”
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“I tried,” said the Cat, “to get him home on the double,

but the Thinga-ma-jigger had some engine trouble.”
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“That’s okay,” said Ralph’s dad. “But we must leave right away.

Tonight we are going to pull Santa’s sleigh.”
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“You’re lucky!” said Nick. “What a fun thing to do.

I wondered who did that. Now I know it’s you.”
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“I wrote a list,” said the Fish, “but things got in the way.

Is it too late to send? It’s almost Christmas Day.”

“Give it to me,” said Ralph. “I will take it myself

and give it to Santa, or maybe an elf.”
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“Let’s go home, Cat,” said Nick. “But before we do

Sally and I have a present for you.”

“An ornament!” the Cat said. “It looks just like me!

I will hang this with pride on my Christmas tree.
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“Christmas, my friends, is when reindeer go

back to their homes where they live in the snow.

Elephants walk to find water to drink,

and dolphins make sure that their friends do not sink.

Crabs march in line, their favorite thing,

and when they are marching, every crab likes to sing.
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“And now as we fly through the sky, cold and clear,

I’m counting the days till it’s Christmas . . . next year!”
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